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	1. Prologue

**_Author's Notes._**

_Here I am again!^_^_

_As I promised, from today I'll begin to publish the first story of a personal trilogy related to GATE. I must warn you that, as i said in my pervious work, that i'll not follow the anime's storyline, but the novels' one, so you could find something different in this story. By the way, this story is the sequel of "GATE - ANOTHER", the screenwright for a never realized fan movie. In oder to completely understand it you could necessitate to read the prequel, but if you're not interested then I post here below a brief summary._

_I hope you'll enjoy it!_

_See you soon!^_^_

...

_Background_  
><em>In 1944 a second GATE appears in the italian mountains, allowing to a group of partisans to reach the Special Region and come back after having saved an elven princess, Sadee, then the gate closes, and its existance becomes Italy's most precious secret. In 20XX, following the Ginza Incident, the italian Gate reopens, and Sadee crosses the portal in order to come back to her trive. A group of soldier, leaded by Captain Flavio Lunardi, reaches the Special Region to find Sadee and bring her back, but soon after their arrive they find out that the region where this second portal is located, not far from the northern boarders of the empire, is threatened by the powerful Reich Empire, founded by a german officer remained trapped in the Special Region in 1944. Lunardi and his team manage to repel a Reich attack and save sadee, then the italian mission on the Special Region, unbeknownst to the rest of the world, officially begins<em>_._

...

PROLOGUE

_397 Days after the "Ginza Incident"_

_A.I.S.E.*'s Headquarters_

_Rome_

The black car crossed the entrance respectfully saluted by the guards. It stopped in front of the main entrance, where the High Chief of the Italian secret service, Colonel Valenti, was patiently waiting its arrival.

The driver got out of the car first and opened the door to his passengers: the Italian Prime Minister Rigamonti and the General Pedersoli.

«Welcome, sirs» saluted them Valenti. «We were waiting for you.»

«Is everything ready?» asked Rigamonti.

«We're ready to start at your command, sir.»

«Very well. Let's go then.»

«Yes sir. Follow me.»

Following Valenti inside the building, Rigamonti and Pedersoli took an elevator at the other side of the main hall. After entering the proper secret code, they begun to descend till the fourth underground level, where was located the special operations' main room.

The main screen on the wall was shoving a satellite image of the Middle East; Perdersoli and Rigamonti looked it.

«Are you sure that no one will find out what we're planning for?» asked the General.

«We've already decrypted the US's surveillance system, and the Russia's and China's too. They'll never be able to understand who's the responsible for all this.»

«Very well. And what about our special force?»

«They've left our primary base in Nasiriya one hour ago. If they maintain this speed, they'll reach the designated target in five minutes.»

Rigamonti took a cigar and lighted it, spreading a little cloud of smoke all around the room.

«Cut them down.»

At that point, Colonel Valenti turned toward his men.

«Let's begin with Operation Troy.»

«Operation Troy started!» replied an operator.

The entire staff begun to work, and, in a blink of an eye, the United States, China and Russia - together with many other nations - were deprived of the control over their own satellites. All satellite systems were completely disabled, thus leading to a global alarm.

«Global surveillance system deactivated, sir. We're in complete control over the designated area.»

«Very well» said the Prime Minister. «And now, let's divert their attention. Give the order.»

«Yes sir!»

One minute later, many car bombs exploded in front of many American embassies all across the Middle East, adding even more tension and fear in the minds of all the most powerful men in the world. They thought that the reason for the sudden deactivation of their surveillance systems was all part of a plan to carry out a coordinated attack with those bombs, but the truth was completely different.

«The United States have declared a Defcon-2 Level!» said a second operator.

«They ate the bait.» said Pedersoli with a satisfied look.

«Bravo-1 is two minutes far from the designated target.»

The image on the main screen changed, showing a satellite recording of a big military camp in the middle of the Iraqi desert.

«And this should be the reason for all our problems in the Middle East?» said a sarcastic Rigamonti.

«The base has been taken from the rebel forces four months ago. Since then, the Iraqi Army and the United States have tried to retake it in many occasions, but all of their attempts failed.» the General replied. «It's probably the most impregnable enemy stronghold in all that area.»

«The perfect testing ground for us.» malignantly said the Prime Minister.

«Bravo-1 is ready, sir! They are just waiting for the order.»

Rigamonti extinguished the cigar by smashing it under the shoe, and then he lifted up his eyes.

«Let's rewrite history, folks.»

«Bravo-1, commence the attack!» ordered a third operator.

One moment later, the soldiers of the rebel forces who were occupying the base saw an Italian C-130 fly over their heads and drop a couple of large metal cylinders equipped with parachutes. The strange containers descended to the ground, landing in vertical position about one hundred meters out from the base's perimeter.

Some of the rebels cautiously approached them, trying to understand the exact nature of those objects, when suddenly both containers opened like shells, revealing the presence of two terrifying creatures inside them. Their shape was vaguely human, but their bodies were completely covered with thick metal plates, that served as armor, and their heads were hidden by their bulky and menacing helmets.

The two "creatures" stood motionless for a few seconds, looked in astonishment by all the rebels, but then they began to move slowly and relentlessly toward the base.

«Fire!» ordered the rebels' commander, whose men immediately obeyed.

The two mysterious enemies received toward them an unthinkable amount of bullets without even reacting to the aggression, before collapsing to the ground, apparently dead.

At that point, a couple of rebels advanced toward them in order to confirm their death. Their bodies were inanimate, but when the rebels came enough closer, the two "things" suddenly rose up again from the ground without saying a word. Their bodies were devoid of wounds and their armors were immaculate, without even a scratch or a dent. They opened fire on the two surprised rebels with their automatic rifles, without even giving them time to understand what was happening, killing them instantly. Then, after getting back on their feet, they resumed to advance, shooting without hesitation and killing every enemy so unfortunate to find himself in their firing range.

The rebels tried to defend themselves, but since that moment not a single bullet proved be able to reach those two humanoid enemies, since all their shots were incredibly stopped by some sort of shining barrier appeared like magic in front of them.

«What the hell are those monsters?» cried one of the rebels before being torn apart by a hail of bullets.

Thanks to the cameras settled on the two individuals' helmets, the entire battle was transmitted on live stream directly on the AISE's main screen, arousing a mix of fear and wonder in the heart of all the spectators.

«Magnificent.» the Prime Minister whispered.

The two soldiers were about to reach the base's entrance, when a couple of T-62 medium tanks appeared from behind a building. Both of tanks stopped in front of the intruders and opened fire, but despite being able to force them to arrest their advance, their bullets were stopped once again by the shining shield.

«Achilles to base.» said one of them to the radio. «The enemy is using heavy weapons. We request the authorization for the use of first class equipment.»

Perdersoli and Rigamonti looked each other, then Rigamonti lighted up a second cigar.

«Base to Achille, permission granted.» said the General.

Then both the armored soldiers threw down their automatic rifles and put one hand behind their backs to wield a couple of long wooden staffs, each one with a shining jewel surrounded by metal crescent that adorns one of their ends.

The tanks fired again, and one more time the shield repelled their shells, then the two soldiers aimed their staffs against their targets; the jewels began to shine, then suddenly a gigantic, overwhelming ray of light materialized from nowhere, destroying everything in its path and sweeping away both the armored vehicles. The two tanks were blown to pieces with merciless fury by the attack, together with the entire rebel base, leaving behind only dust and destruction.

In the main room, the entire staff observed the scene in astonishment. Some of them even were shaking in fear.

But Rigamonti was not frightened. He was happy.

«Enemy target destroyed.» said a shocked operator. «No sign of enemy activity.»

«Begin the operations for the safe return of Achilles and Aeneas.» ordered Pedersoli.

«From today, the history of this country will change forever.»

...

*_Agenzia Informazioni e Sicurezza Esterna_ (A.I.S.E.) - The italian Foreign Secret Service
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1

_One Year Before_

_Northern Falmart, 865 miles north from the Range of Ice and Snow_

_Day 54 after the beginning of "Operation Columbus"_

If someone visited Castria only one year before, he would probably found it hard to recognize it.

Instead of the old, creepy village covered in moss, there was now an immense stronghold, completely surrounded by a massive, star-shaped wall, provided with the most incredible defensive weapons, with an entire new city built inside of it.

Even the fields all around the old town had been re-created, transforming a far land forgotten by gods and humans in a prosperous community full of life. The strange men came from the mystic portal of the heavens had proved to be kind people, providing help to many tribes and villages touched by the plague or the war and welcoming anyone from all the corners of the region, from elves to the dwarfs.

Their goals were not completely clear, but for now all they seemed to want was to establish good relationships with every pacific people around Castria, and considering the close proximity to Reich's Empire there were many people that went to them in search for protection or support.

Surely their power was incredible. Shortly after their arrival, almost half of the Reich's southern army had put Castria under siege, only to see almost two thirds of their assault force wiped out in just a couple of days. Since then, Reich's power in the region had been greatly reduced, and now the Singing People, as they had been called by many, were the sole and only rulers of that big portion of land that extended between Reich and the Empire.

Their Ruler, General Nicola Perdersoli, was really a good person, always ready to help both his men and the strangers inside his city. Thanks to him, all the people that had arrived in Castria from the surrounding region had been authorized to remain despite his commanders' initial orders, and now their little setting had turned into a city inside the city, full of life and activities.

Obviously, the civilians were more than happy to give their personal contribution in exchange for the Singing People's protection, producing food, maintaining the order inside their community, trading with the outside regions and many more things. There was only a single rule to follow: to every citizen allowed to enter in Castria was strictly forbidden from reveal the Singing People's existence inside the Empire. Because differently from Reich and the cities in the middle land, the Empire at the moment was not aware of the events occurred in Castria, and the Singing People's commanders wanted this situation to remain unchanged. Fortunately the Empire's borders were quite far from there, so in the last months not a single Empire's inhabitant or ambassador has visited Castria, while the merchants were more than happy to observe this rule in exchange for being able to preserve their good relations with the Singing People.

That morning, General Pedersoli was in his office, as always, when his attendant, Captain Mauro Florenzi, respectfully knocked ad the door.

«Yes?»

«Quartermaster Grrodon is here, sir.»

«Let him in.»

Florenzi closed the door, and briefly after an aged and bearded dwarf, the quartermaster Grrodon, First Builder of the Marzehorr Clan, entered in the office, completely covered in dust and lime.

«Welcome, my friend.» said the General getting up from his chair.

«General.»

«So? What do you need so soon at the morning?»

«I simply wanted to report you that the problem at the southern walls has been solved. The ramparts are perfect again. Neither Hardy and Emroy together couldn't open a breach in them now.»

«Thank you, my friend.»

«Honestly, I've never thought we could be able to build such a stronghold in barely a couple of months. Your instruments of construction are really amazing.»

«Not as much as your knowledge on stone and edification. They've been very useful to my people, even on the other side, so I want to thank you dwarfs in the name of Italy and the Italian people.»

«Everything you want, General. As long as you keep those Reich bastards far from these lands.»

«If I remember correctly, your clan comes from their empire.»

«We dwarfs have fought with the Northim for centuries for the control of the northern mountains. Our war experience and our knowledge always allowed us to keep them at bay, but when they suddenly managed to surpass us we've been wiped away in less than two years. We live as refugees since then, but one day we'll be able to retake our land.»

«I've already told you, my friend. We cannot conduct an aggressive war against them. It would be against our policy.»

«There will be no need for this, General. We dwarfs are really patients. We've created cities, parks and palaces in the deep of the earth when the humans were a bit more than savages. Reich will disappear and then those lands will be ours again.»

Pedersoli looked at his little friend, then he took a wine bottle from the shelf and gave it to his guest.

«For you, my friend.»

Grrodon took it and begun to greedily drink it, looked at with a smile by the General.

«Even your alcohol is amazing, my friend. You could conquer all of our kingdoms making us drunk with such nectar.»

«There are plenty cases waiting for you and your fellows in the storehouses. Speak to Florenzi and you'll have them.»

«It's always a pleasure, General. Have a nice day.»

«You too, my friend.»

While Grrodon was leaving the office, Captain Flavio Lunardi crossed the door of the room, called by the General himself.

He was quite a fine man, with short, martial hair and deep eyes, full of all that war experience which only an expert paratrooper could have. Despite being barely thirty-two years old he could boast an enviable curriculum among the elite of the Italian infantry, especially in Iraq and the Balkans.

«Good day, boy.» joyfully said the dwarf

«Already drunk at eight o'clock? You're the worse, Grrodon.»

The dwarf loudly laughed.

«There's nothing like a good drink to start the day. After all, you Singing People are good drinkers too, don't you? Right, General?»

«Grrodon, could you leave us alone?» respectfully said the General.

«Aye aye, sir.»

Then Grrodon left the office.

«Did you call for me, General?»

«Welcome, Captain» Pedersoli said while taking a cup of coffee from his desk. «Can I offer you a coffee? Despite Grrodon's words, wine is not the best choice to start a day.»

«No Sir, thank you.»

«As you wish.»

The general sat again and turned to look his computer.

«I read your last report. Things are going well, I see.»

«So it seems, Sir.»

«We're here for almost two months, but our influence is already considerably large in this region. We've reached considerable trade agreements, and the colony is growing well. Plus, after our last battle, this Reich has not tried to attack us anymore.»

Then the General stopped, looking Lunardi directly in his eyes.

«It seems it's time to retake into hands that situation.»

Lunardi hesitated, looking for a moment the parquet under his feet.

«You and your squad have explored this region many times. Did you find something that could confirm our hypothesis?»

«Nothing, sir. Sadee says to have found that coin in an archeological site in the depths of Reich's dominion. So, at the moment, we're not able to reach it to conduct further investigations.»

«What a bad luck» replied the General before turning his lips into a satisfied smile. «Fortunately, we've probably found a solution.»

«Sir?»

«I suppose you know Calibria.»

«Yes, General. It's the main city-state in the Haqaba Plains, and one of the greatest military powers in Northern Falmart.»

«Not only. It's also home of a major magic school, one of the most respected of this continent. The school houses an ancient library, probably the biggest historic archive of the entire Special Region.»

Lunardi gasped in amazement.

«So…»

«Yes. If you search for evidences, maybe that's the best place to search for them.»

«But sir, I'm not so sure that the mages will be happy to share their knowledge with us.»

«We sent an ambassador one month ago to negotiate with them, and we've been able to reach an agreement. The mages will authorize us to conduct some researches in their library if we'll be able to defeat some of them in a sort of challenge.»

«What kind of challenge?»

«A cultural challenge. If two of our fellows will prove to be wise enough about the Special Region's history and cultural aspects, then we'll be allowed to make use of their knowledge.»

A confused Lunardi looked at the ground.

«With all respect, sir, we don't have two scholars for this challenge. Sadee is wise enough to face this quest, but none of our other colonists has her wisdom. We can't take this challenge, General.»

«Are you sure about this?»

Lunardi remained silent, and then the General activated his interphone.

«Let him pass, Florenzi.»

One moment later, a young man entered in the office. He might have looked like anything but a soldier, with that brown, mid-long hair, the small eyes and the large, a bit heavy aspect. He was probably thirty years old, and judging from his traits he was from the north, probably Venetian. He looked a bit disoriented, as if that was not his place, and probably he had seen a battlefield only on TV in all his life.

«Captain, I introduce you professor Giuseppe Radoni. He'll represent us in the competition with the mages along with lady Sadee.»

«Nice to meet you, Captain Lunardi.» the professor said with a tiny, timid voice.

Then Lunardi turned to Pedersoli again.

«What do you mean by this, General?»

«Don't you see? I'm assigning a new mission to you and your squad. You'll escort lady Sadee and professor Radoni to Calibria, when they'll face the mages' challenge to obtain the access to the library.»

Flavio seemed a bit unpleased, but discussing the orders was not in his nature.

«That coin's existence could be just a coincidence, but we can't be completely sure. If some of our ancestors would have visited this world, they could have been the fathers of the actual Empire. And this would mean that these imperials are almost our brothers.

Do you understand what could represent all of this for us and our country, Captain?»

«Yes, sir.» Lunardi answered after a brief hesitation

«I have faith in you, and I know you'll fulfill your duties as always. That's all, Captain. You can go.»

«As you command.» he respectfully said before leave the office.

* * *

><p>Oder, the capital of the glorious Reich Empire, was probably the greatest city in all Falmart after Sadera.<p>

The place where the Oder stood had been for centuries a poor land, and his builders, the Northims, were known for being a bit more than savages. But suddenly, something had changed, and a group of barbaric tribes had turned in the blink of an eye into a mighty empire, capable to submit one third of the continent in less than fifty years.

Their power resided in their strange, new faith. Their god, Fuhrer, was a new one in Falmart's rich pantheon, and listening to their stories he was the one that gave them the knowledge and the abilities to create not only a strong nation, but even the most powerful, deadly weapons that the entire continent has ever seen, the gewehre: iron tubes, filled with a strange powder, capable to kill every enemy despite the distance or his protection, piercing armors and destroying shields like paper.

The city was truly magnificent, full of squared, yet nice buildings and all was colored in white, to reflect the sunlight that, across the mountains, reached the valley where Oder was located. And that marvelous treasure's most precious jewel was the Emperial Palace, or the großenpalst, from which the glorious emperors of Reich surveyed their entire realm, spreading the light of Fuhrer all over the world.

Unfortunately, the last Emperor, Adolf I, had died almost five years ago without a male heir, so his crown had passed to his only daughter, Ygraine, but the new Empress was too young to guide and rule such a great and strong empire in its most difficult hour. Fortunately, there was the high priest of Fuhrer, the wise Magnus, to act on her behalf, and thanks to him Reich had been able to face the new menace which mysteriously appeared in the southern plains: the Singing People.

That morning, like every first Sunday of the month, wise Magnus was overlooking from the großenpalst's main balcony for speak to Oder's people regrouped in the square in front of the palace, which uproariously had saluted him when he appeared from behind the curtains.

He was both an inspiring and an intimidating figure, completely hidden behind his long, red tunic, his enormous helmet and his golden mask, but his words had the power to put an entire nation on fire.

«People of Oder! Rejoice! Another month is about to begin! Another month of prosperity and glory for your great empire!»

The people exulted again, shouting all their admiration for the Empress and their god.

«Eternal glory to Fuhrer! – Long live the Empress! – Long live the High Priest Magnus!»

«Remember who we are. We are the blessed people, chosen by our mighty lord to spread his glory in all this world! We're the sons of the heaven, blessed with his mighty power! We've been entrusted with this important mission, and we'll pursue it no matter the cost! Soon, very soon, all Falmart will bow to the might of Fuhrer, and we, as his sons, will be the most loved inhabitants of his golden dominion, blessed for eternity!»

The crowd shouted loudly in response, rising up their right arm towards the sky.

«Sieg Fuhrer! Sieg Fuhrer! Sieg Fuhrer!» they continued to say for many minutes, watched with satisfaction by the High Priest.

* * *

><p>«We can hide between speeches and proclaims as long as we want, sirs.» Magnus said walking all around the table at the center of the war room. «But now we must face the truth. This empire is collapsing.»<p>

Around him, the Reich Triumvirate was following his report, each of them in a different way. Octavia, the commander of the Northern Army, was listening him, sitting on her bench, occasionally throwing a lock of her long, blonde hair away from her face, while her icy, scaring blue eyes continued to observe the war map. Donzark, leader of the Southern Army, was standing next to the table, malignantly smiling at the sight of his army's progress and grumbling in dissatisfaction every time his dark eyes reached that little black point marked as Castria. At the end, Ludwika, Fuhrer's most loved and powerful demigoddess, was playing as always with her springy string, smiling and having fun like the preadolescent she appeared to be; her dark, frilly dress gave her an even more cute and innocent aspect, but behind that sort of mask there was a true war goddess, able to kill thousands of men in a blink of an eye with no hesitation.

The Empress, Ygraine I, was sitting on her throne, with her usual, discomforted expression: she knew very well she's too young to be able to properly administrate her kingdom, but despite being a bit of doubtful about the High Priest's policy, she did not have the necessary authority to discuss him, not after having authorized the Triumvirate, the Imperial Family's personal bodyguards and faithful servants, to follow his orders for the sake of the Empire. Her silver, almost white hair was the physical representation of her strong magic abilities, giving to her dark, shiny skin an even more beautiful appearance.

«We're facing strong winters after another, our crops are increasingly scarce, and not a day passes without news of rebellions and uprising in the outlying regions. We need to further extend our dominion, because this cursed land is clearly trying to send us away. Very soon, there will be not enough food to sustain all of our population, and so the empire built to live for over a thousand years will not survive to its first century.»

«We've already conquered almost half of northern Falmart» Octavia said. «But now we've reached the Haqaba Plains. And all of you are aware of the fact that these lands will be really difficult to submit. Their numerous city-states are continuously in war each other, but if we attack the plains they could join forces to face us.»

«Reich has the most powerful army of this world.» answered Marcus. «We have the gewehre, the dragons, the wyverns, and the battle beasts.»

«But the people from the other world have defeated us, or not?» joyfully said Ludwika without bothering to stop playing.

All those present stopped, looking in the ground in disapproval.

«She's right.» Octavia said again. «Their power clearly surpasses our own. If they should decide to attack us, we'll be the ones to be wiped away.»

«If their intentions were to invade us, they would have attacked us immediately after having rejected our first assault.» Donzark answered. «But they didn't do it, and after two months they remain around the gate. So, I don't think that their plans include an attack against Reich. Not for the moment.»

«However, they're offering protection to many communities and tribes of that region. I think that should be enough to confirm that they're not well disposed toward us.»

«Castria is a secondary objective.» Magnus broke off. «We attacked it to wipe away the white elves, and we succeeded. So, for now, we can leave them to their own affairs.»

Magnus then looked the map, pointing Reich's next objective with his baton.

«We'll move against Calibria.»

The Generals looked each other in bewilderment; the Empress trembled, and even Ludwika seemed a bit surprised.

«With all respect, High Priest.» said Octavia. «Calibria is the major city-state in all the Haqaba Plains. It has the strongest army, enormous walls, and is surrounded by a dry and inhospitable land. It survived five different sieges of the Empire, and its power is amazing.»

«We're not the Empire» malignantly said Donzark

«General Donzark is right» said Magnus. «The Empire is our target, and Calibria is the shortest way to reach it. I've received some interesting news from the Range of Ice and Snow. The empire is facing a very serious crisis, and most of their power has been wiped away. If we attack them before they have the time to reorganize, we could conquer this entire continent in a blink of an eye.»

The High Priest then returned to look the map.

«You're right if you say that Calibria is a difficult prey, but we've faced worse sieges before this, and we always prevailed. Plus this, Calibria is not loved by the other city-states of Haqaba, then no one will come to help them, not if we assure them that Calibria will be our sole objective.»

Suddenly, the Empress spoke.

«Couldn't we try with diplomacy?»

The High Priest and the Triumvirates looked her with surprise.

«Maybe we could reach an agreement with them, and obtain a free passage toward the Empire's borders.»

«My Empress, Daughter of Fuhrer» said Magnus. «This is not the time for diplomacy. It's Reich's own safety to be at stake, and we cannot waste our precious time with empty words.»

«But… why should the war be this empire's sole diplomatic approach toward other countries?»

«As I said, my lady, the situation requires this kind of approach. If we don't move our entire dominion southwards, soon we'll return to be the savages we were before your immaculate grandfather came to us, spreading Fuhrer's light upon our humble minds and guiding us to the glory.»

Ygraine hesitated, as always after all.

«Remember your oath, Empress. You must spread our Fuhrer's glory to the whole world, wiping away the Empire's false gods and bringing Reich to the absolute dominion. This is the promise we made to Fuhrer in exchange for his knowledge. This is the goal we… you must follow.»

But then, at last, the Empress got up, strongly clutching her imperial scepter and showing off a proud and authoritative gaze.

«I've always approved all of your decisions, High Priest, but this empire has seen too many wars. For this, I command you to send an embassy to Calibria in order to discuss a political solution. If the diplomacy will prove to be unsuccessful, then I'll start to consider the possibility of a new war.»

«But, precious Empress…»

«In the name of Fuhrer and for the sake of the empire, these are my orders! And you'll follow them!»

A dissatisfied and almost enraged Magnus looked at her, and even the Triumvirates didn't seem to be too happy, especially Donzark.

But, after all, she was the Empress nevertheless.

«Sieg Heil!» the four of them loudly shouted.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Notes<strong>_  
>Here I am again. Thank you so much for all of your support. Finally things begin to move, and soon we'll see plenty of various action. I want to pay all my thanks to my friends <em><strong>Apollonir<strong>_and **_Arimane_**for their precious help in correct this story, you're truly fantastic^^  
><em><strong>Androsvandraco:<strong>_Yes, italy finally has its own super soldiers^^ Unfortunately, you'll need a lot of time to find out how it's been able to "create" them^^  
>That's all folks. See you to the next chapter, and for be kind I leave you with a spoiler: <em>First rule of the Special Region: never trust a Warrior Bunny!<em>^^
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_**Notes**_

_Here I am! And here we are with this second chapter. The squad is ready, and now it's time for them to depart toward Calibria, when the first part of this story will be settled. About this, I want to point out that at least for the said first part the GATE's original characters will not be envolved, while from the second part some of them, especially Itami and Rory, will start to have some appearences, so wait for them^^_

_**Androsvandraco:**__ Yes, Ygraine will be the voice of reason for the biggest part of the events, but as always a sole voice could not be enough in a warmonger Empire, despite being the Empress. But this is an other story^^_

* * *

><p>2<p>

The massive walls all around Castria were provided with four different entrances, called "Porte" each of them faced to a different direction.

The main door, Porta Roma, was faced to east, toward the center of the continent and the Flaminia Road; Porta Firenze and Porta Milano were facing north and south respectively, while Porta Torino, faced to north-east, connecting the outdoor with the colony, which was divided from the rest of the stronghold by an inner wall provided with two different doors, Porta Napoli and Porta Palermo. Each door was heavily surveilled by the Singing People, and no one was admitted inside Castria without their authorization.

Inside the colony the public order was assured for most by a special police created by the locals and commanded by a small group of policemen of the Singing People, the Carabinieri, and unless having the Singing People's authorization to the colonists was forbidden to freely walk around all the other sectors of Castria.

Plus this, a second wall had been built around the gate and the command center, strictly surveilled by a massive unit composed by soldiers and armored vehicles.

Apart these simple rules, the life in the colony was quite good and peaceful, there was a lot of food and wine, and the Singing People were a very good company, always ready to enjoy life and have friendly relations with their guests, and with the female guests in particular.

The _Prima Forza speciaLe di Coordinamento e Organizzazione iNdipendente_, best known as _Falcon-1_, had played a primary role in the colony's development and in establishing good relationships with the various populations of humans, demi-humans and other beings all around the region, so their members' presence in the locals or taverns of the town was always welcomed by the inhabitants of Castria.

«Again!?» Corporal Salvo Rizzoli shouted almost spitting his ma nuga's free roast. «We've returned from our last mission just three days ago.»

«Salvo's right.» protested Pfc. Enea Torrisi. «Where's the free license they promised us?»

«These are the orders, guys. I know you're tired, but the upstairs have personally appointed our team for this mission.»

«Are you surprised?» said Sgt. Valentina Stefanini drinking some of her beer. «After all we're practically her highness' personal bodyguards.»

«Sorry if I give you so many problems» said a sarcastic Sadee reaching them and sitting at their table.

She was really beautiful, like a true elven princess, with her long, dark hairs were as soft as satin, her pale skin and her blue, shining eyes. But behind that gentle face and that gorgeous body there were both a refined scholar, expert in every aspect of human knowledge, and a fine warrior, equally deadly with a bow and a sword.

«What a pleasure» Valentina said making a dramatic bow. «Her holiness has descended upon us.»

«You're always so kind, Valentina» Sadee responded with the same tone. «And you're still surprised that no man on this other earth wants you?»

Soon after a catgirl waitress went to deliver Sadee's dish, and when her eyes and Caporal Matteo Amato's ones met, they both blushed, to the great amusement of his teammates. Amato was the youngest member of his squad, being barely twenty-five years old, and a lot of girls had proved to be attracted by him, considering his natural handsomeness, with the brown, short hair, the green eyes and the gentle face.

«So.» maliciously said Torrisi. «How's going between you and Kyatia?»

«It's not your business.» initially tried to avoid Amato before confessing. «Well… we're working on it. I tried to obtain permission to take her with me to Turin for the next holidays, but they refused.»

«Obviously.» answered Rizzoli. «No one in the world knows that we're here, and they cannot risk a security leak.»

«Sometimes I ask myself why we're doing all this» said a dejected Stefanini. «What's the sense of creating a bridge between us and these people if the entire world must be kept uninformed about the fact that we have our own gate?»

«It's not to us to investigate the upstairs' purposes.» Lunardi broke off. «The mission departure tomorrow at nine a.m. Inform the other ones.»

«Yes, sir.»

* * *

><p>After dinner Flavio and Sadee decided to spend some time walking along the colony's streets.<p>

The evening was fresh but starry, the autumn was almost upon them, but in that little piece of land not far from the Subicum Sea the temp was pleasant for almost the entire year. For this, after the sunset, the entire colony was as much enjoyable as during the day, with countless people that were singing, dancing or spending some time in the public areas like taverns, locals or ballrooms filled the town with an unstoppable joy of life.

The Singing People also were more than happy to join the fun, and even that night most of them were spending their free time making the thing that had given them their nickname: they were singing. Listening to them was a bit difficult sometimes, since despite having a common language they were known to adopt countless varieties of the same words, but their songs were so powerful, so enjoyable that bards and artists came from every part of the region just to learn them and find new ideas.

Apart from singing, the Singing People's other favorite hobby was their strange game with the ball, or _calcio_, an unusual but curious game played by two different teams inside a big squared garden with two doors covered in nets. Most of the colonists thought it was quite a nice game, especially the kids, and some of them even had learned to play it, so almost every evening one or more matches were played in the fields made near the main square of the colony.

When Sadee and Lunardi reached the field, a match between the Singing People team and a formation of Grrodon's dwarf miners was taking place, so they sat on a free bench to assist.

«It's… strange…» Sadee said after the soldiers scored the 3-1 and all the presents were exulting. «Everything seems so… peaceful. It almost doesn't seem that these soldiers are currently fighting a war.»

«They're not fighting a war.» Lunardi answered. «Not at the moment, at least.»

«However, I think that Valentina and the others are right. What does all of all this mean if Italy cannot afford to reveal the truth neither to the world or to its own people?»

Flavio waited for a moment, watching almost in melancholy his companions fight and run over the field, then he answered.

«The dwarfs' building techniques are literally rebuilding our cities while we talk, tons of golds, jewels and other materials earned with trading agreements are restoring a terrifying public debt, dragon's scales and giant spiders' nets are opening new frontiers in the warfare technology. I've heard from a friend that even an important food industry has reached an agreement with some farmers and breeders for the supply of ma nuga's meat and milk to sell them posed as cow.»

A surprised Sadee watched him.

«Trust me Sadee, there's more than you can think in all this.»

* * *

><p>The following day, the Falcon-1 was ready to depart.<p>

As many other exploration squads, even the Falcon-1 was composed by fifteen members. Most of them were common soldiers at their first mission in foreign territory, but apart from the four commanders, Amato, Rizzoli, Stefanini and Torrisi, other notable members were the sgt. Vittorio Rocco, a Lagunare from Trieste with great experience in scouting, survival and infiltration, and sgt. Giada Valenti, from the 62° Reggimento "Sicilia", with an hematology's degree and two years as paramedic between Palermo, Rome and Herat.

As always, the expedition force will be formed by a 6x6 Puma APC for the biggest part of the team and three Iveco VM-90, two in engaging mode and one in transport mode, for the supplies and the equipment.

«Sorry for the delay!» professor Radoni said arriving at the meeting point burdened by a giant suitcase full of documents, papers and books. «I've studied almost till four o'clock, and so…»

«You'll need to be more present and careful to the provisions from now on, professor» Lunardi scolded him. «We're definitely in a warzone, and I cannot risk the lives of my men because you're reading a sign on a wall. Understood?»

«Y… yes, sir.» shyly answered Radoni.

Shortly before departure, even General Pedersoli came to salute them: Florenzi was with him.

«I entrust you their lives, Captain. And our hopes, obviously.»

«Trust me, General. We'll safely escort Princess Sadee and professor Radoni to Calibria without a doubt.»

«The mages gave us a time limit. In order for the challenge will take place, you'll need to reach Calibria within four days from now.»

«We'll succeed, sir. You have my word.»

«Very well. Good luck, Captain.»

So, the mission officially started.

Lunardi and the soldiers couldn't know it yet, but they won't be seeing Castria's walls for a very long time.

* * *

><p>The squad knew that travelling along the Flaminia Road three days were needed in order to reach Calibria, and before twilight the column had entered already in the vast Haqaba Plains, a huge, flat land covered in small plains, little hills and insignificant trees agglomerates.<p>

The sun was powerful, the air really burning and full of noisy insects, and clouds of dust were continuously kicked up by the wheels over the dirt road.

Lunardi's VM-90 was leading the column, followed by the truck and the second VM, with the Puma driven by Torrisi to watch the back. Everything was so quiet and apparently calm that sometimes the soldiers let themselves distract by the amazing landscape all around them, and especially by the doblirth, that strange and curious creatures similar to dinosaurs as big as a horse and with a long, serpentine neck, usually used by the Haqaba's inhabitants for ride thanks to their strong resistance to the plains' difficult conditions.

Sadee sat aboard the Puma, alongside Radoni and other soldiers, including Giada.

«Giuseppe, it's been a long time» Sadee said at one point, as if she was trying to break the tension. «Last time I saw you, you were just a little kid at the Faculty of Ancient Studies at Cà Foscari.»

«And you a female princess elf disguised as an ordinary student» smiled the professor rising up his eyes from the book he was reading.

«That time I noted immediately your intelligence and your acumen. That's the reason for why I recommended you for the Army's special program.»

«And now, here we are. Side by side towards a crazy game that could open us the doors of the greatest source of wisdom that all mankind has ever seen. I admit I'm a bit anxious.»

«Are you still determined to learn magic?»

«I think that magic could help mankind in the most unthinkable ways. It's my duty to study it, and even learn it if I can. It could be the dawn of a new era for all Earth.»

«Be careful, young boy. I've seen many of my brothers consumed by the sense of omnipotence that magic can generate in the unprepared minds.»

«Don't worry, lady Sadee. I know my limits, and I'll not defy them.»

Meanwhile, differently from his soldiers, Lunardi wasn't so stunned by the magnificent spectacle of the sun that, as red as a lava's sphere and as big as he had never seen, had begun to descend behind the horizon, and reached the radio he took the microphone.

«Falcon-1 to Base, can you hear me?»

The radio crackled, but no one answered.

«Falcon-1 to Base, if you hear me, please answer.»

But it was all useless, and then the Captain paused the microphone and took off his helmet for a brief moment, passing a hand over his sweaty forehead.

«It's no use, it seems.» Amato said while driving

«It's that goddam forest. They couldn't find out the reason yet, but it seems that the entire Arlea Forest generates some sort of magnetic barrier that completely blocks every signal.»

«This would be a problem.» Stefanini said from the turret. «This is the first time we go so far from Castria. What should we do in the case we'll need for help?»

«They're trying to create an analogic system bypassing the forest, but they'll need more time to place all the fibers and build the antennas. Until now, we'll have to get on our own.»

«Easy to say. But those cursed plains are full of dangers, and I don't have any intention to…»

Valentina suddenly became silent, looking in front of them with a worried face.

«What's happening?» Lunardi asked

«There's someone along the road, sir.»

Lunardi looked himself, and noting a considerable group of persons not far from them he ordered to the column to stop, so he took his binoculars for a better look.

At a first glance they seemed a numerous group of humans at horse, but after a few moments the Captain and all the other ones with the binoculars noted many long, rabbit ears, plus the fact that all the strangers were surely women. They too had spotted them, and now they were keeping an eye on them without approaching.

«They're Warrior Bunnies.» finally said Lunardi.

The soldiers hesitated, because they knew very well that this sort of amazons were generally peaceful, but that even they could become really dangerous if provoked or met during one of their numerous tribal wars.

«What do we do now, Captain?» Amato asked.

Lunardi took the radio again.

«Remain vigilant. Get ready to fire, but remember that we can shoot only if provoked.»

«Holy shit, it almost seems to be still in Iraq.» Rizzoli grumbled from the Puma's turret while loading his Browning.

Flavio waited for a moment, then he ordered Amato to advance.

Then, slowly, the column moved again along the road, reducing more and more the distance between them and that group of riders. The warrior bunnies instead remained still, looking at the strangers who approached without moving or making anything suspicious, and when they were close enough Lunardi was able to see them more clearly.

One of them, probably the chief, was tall and slender, with long, pale hairs and blue eyes, armed with a couple of daggers and a long spear, while behind her there was a bit younger, brown-haired girl, dressed like a mage, or a shaman. All the other ones appeared to be ordinary warriors.

When they found themselves about ten meters away, Lunardi ordered to stop again, and for a long time the two groups remained still and silent, watching each other as in search for the minimal sign of menace.

The tension rose, especially when one of the warriors noted the red light of the laser sight on a companion's forehead, prompting all the other ones to unsheathe their bows, spears and swords.

Suddenly, the Puma's back door opened, and professor Radoni, after getting out from the car, began to slowly walk toward the warrior bunnies with raised hands, as white as a sheet and with the eyes full of some sort of "brave terror"

«That cursed idiot.» Stefanini said through clenched teeth. «What the fuck is he doing?»

The commander advanced herself, and so she and Radoni found themselves face to face.

«Mahartkum said (translation: Good day)» said Radoni.

The commander and the other warrior bunnies looked at him, astonished, and even Lunardi and his men remained wordless.

«Mahartkum said obarak (Good day to you).» answered the commander smiling in satisfaction

Then Radoni lowered his hands, without stop trembling however.

«Milei sadeira Armetis diseli toru ali, vir arshok (May Armetis' bless descend upon you, mighty tribal leader)».

The commander came down from her horse, approaching to the professor until their noses almost touched, then smiled again.

«Not bad for an earless.» she said speaking in Ludorian, the Empire's official language.

Then Lunardi and his men heaved a breath of relief, and the Captain came down from the jeep with no weapons approaching the warriors. Even Sadee, Amato and others did the same.

«Greetings, ladies.» he said, causing the Warrior Bunnies' hilarity

«We're not ladies, boy.» said one of them «We're war goddesses.»

«My apologies» smiled Flavio

«Careful, Captain.» said a suspiciously Sadee. «I know the Warrior Bunnies' way to act. They offer you to drink with a hand while they stab you with the other one.»

The commander smiled in satisfaction and in complicity.

«It seems that the famous white elves' distrust over other species is not only a legend, after all.»

«We don't want to have bad surprises.»

«An admirable way of thinking, my friend. But if we were your enemies, some of us would lay dead on the sand already, covered in blood, or not?»

Sadee and the commander looked each other in the eyes, then both of them smiled.

«You seem smart. An unusual virtue for a Warrior Bunny.»

«I'm Pentesia. Queen of the Ilyon Tribe. And this is my cousin, Medea, our First Shaman.»

The timid mage saluted them, and at that point the atmosphere significantly calmed down.

«Do you come from the north-eastern plains?» asked Sadee

«Precisely. And you must be the strangers everybody talks. The ones who appeared at Castria.»

«We are.» Lunardi answered.

«What are you doing so far from your home, if I may?» Medea asked

«We're going to Calibria for an important mission. This is all I can say you.»

«Then it's better for you to find another way. The road ahead is blocked by a landslide.»

«What!?» Lunardi said with a stunned face

«It's true.» said Pentesia «You can go and see it by yourselves if you want.»

The Captain immediately ordered to Stefanini to send a flying drone to the designated point, which took off in front of the astonished Warrior Bunnies, and thanks to it, it became possible to see the ruins of an old bridge on a big canyon, completely destroyed and unable to use.

«What we do now?» asked Rizzoli «That was the sole route for Calibria.»

«I would not be so sure» said Pentesia. «There's an old hunting trail that crosses the valley and reaches the other side of the canyon. If you take it, you'll return on the Flaminia in a few hours.»

«Where is this trail?» Lunardi asked

«Not too far. We're camped along its course. If you follow us, we can lead you there.»

«Why would you do this for us?» asked a suspicious Sadee

«We've heard of your efforts in defense of Castria's people against Reich. You seem to be a good and fine people, so we want to offer you our help. But you can refuse, if you prefer.»

Lunardi asked to consult his men, so he and the others withdrew near the vehicles to discuss, while professor Radoni remained to talk friendly with the queen and her soldiers.

«What do you think, Sadee?»

«A friendly approach toward other species is not unusual for the Warrior Bunnies. But if I may, they seem even too much friendly to me.»

«They could have something in mind?» Giada asked

«Probably, but nothing hostile I suppose. If they've really heard about the battle at Castria, they already know that they would have no chance against you. The Warrior Bunnies are crazy and warmongers, but unless being forced to defend themselves they'll not fight a hopeless battle.»

Then, Lunardi returned to Pentesia, smiling after a brief moment of silence.

«Thank you for your help, Queen Pentesia. Please, show us this trail.»

«With pleasure.» Pentesia smiled.

* * *

><p>Following Pentesia and her warriors, the column then left the main road and departed into the heart of the plains, reaching the Warrior Bunnies' camp shortly after sunset.<p>

It was a rather big camp after all, with many women, young and little girls, but without a single male. All of them showed big surprise to the sight of the newcomers and their strange carriages covered in iron and completely green.

«It's dangerous to travel along the trail on night.» Pentesia answered when they asked to leave immediately toward Calibria. «The road is narrow and difficult to see, so it's very easy to get lost. You can rest here for tonight. We'll be happy to have you as guests.»

Lunardi was not too happy to lose all that time, but after all he didn't know that place so well to risk a night journey, so he decided to accept the queen's invitation.

He and his soldiers took place in the camp's outskirts, and after having mounted their instant tents they begun to cook their personal dishes, almost exclusively military rations ready for cooking.

«We'll mount the guard during all the night.» Lunardi said to Rocco while the others were cooking regrouped around the fire lighted by Giada. «Let's dispose for a two men's continuous surveillance, one near the fire and the other aboard the puma.»

«Don't you trust them, sir?»

«I don't know. Not yet. But I don't want surprises. Frizzi and Niang will have the first guard. We'll change them at three a.m.»

«Yes sir.»

The dinner, however, didn't appear to be too hearty, and while all the soldiers were regrouped around the fire some of the Warrior Bunnies reached them with their hands and canisters full of meat, vegetables, bread and wine.

Now that they weren't wearing the war paintings, the battle vests, the spears and the knifes, they were completely different from before, beautiful demi-humans so kind and so apparently lovely that, despite Lunardi's initial refuse, soon that little camp turned into a big party, with songs, cheers and laughs.

Even Pentesia and Medea joined the celebrations, and the queen in particular seemed to be really happy to see her fellows sing and dance with humans after so long.

«How long I waited to see my people so happy again.»

«Your people has been wiped away by the Empire, didn't it?» Lunardi asked

«Indeed. We've been almost completely annihilated.»

«I know this story. But I've heard that some of your people has been able to find a new home in the south.»

«They're just traitors.» said an enraged Pentesia. «They sold their pride of Warrior Bunnies in exchange for protection, and now they live as pitiful farmers and servants for a human family. We're the daughters of Emroy, God of the War. We don't intend to forget what means to be a Warrior Bunny. We'll not throw away our heritage.

For now we are few, but with patience and steadiness we'll rebuild our people, and one day we'll take our lands back from the Empire.»

Soon the evening became night, and the wine began to make its victims; Giada and Rizzoli were the first to collapse, and being well informed about the Warrior Bunnies' "colorful" approaches to ensure their reproduction Lunardi decided to pretend nothing while he noted some of his soldiers stand apart in a tent or in the darkness all around them with some of that girls, made brave and excited by the alcohol.

Professor Radoni, however, seemed to dislike all the celebrations, and for almost all the time he remained near one of the vehicles, assorted by one of his books.

At one point, the young professor looked up, finding Medea in front of him with a cup of deropea, the Warrior Bunnies version of tea.

«Do you want some?»

At first Radoni thought to refuse, but considering he had hardly eaten he eventually accepted that kind gift.

«Thank you.» he said taking the cup and tasting that pleasurable scent of herbs.

While he was drinking, Medea sat at his side, trying without success to understand the mysterious words in his book.

«What language is this?»

«It's our mother language. It's called Italian.»

«I… talian…?»

Radoni showed her some words.

«See? This word is pronounced _Regione_, or _Seherei_ in your language, or _Region_ in the Empire's language. This instead is _Speciale_, _Plenem_ for you, _Special_ for the Imperials.»

Medea smiling looked at him.

«You seem very smart. Are you a mage?»

«I would like. Unfortunately, magic doesn't exist in our world.»

«It doesn't exist!? But how can you sustain yourselves then?»

«We've developed other sources of progress. Like electricity, oil and even the sun. But who knows… maybe one day, thanks to this world, we'll be able to also use magic.»

Medea was really a curious and gentle girl, and without realizing it Radoni spent the following hour to teach here some Italian words, finding in that young Warrior Bunny a capable and intelligent student.

«You learn quickly.»

«Really?» she replied with a funny expression

However, after a brief time, Giuseppe began to feel really tired; he had never been able to withstand long journeys, and that day's one had been quite painful, not to mention the fear he felt in front of the queen and her warriors.

«Am I interrupting something?» said a malicious Sadee reaching them

«Don't worry, Miss Sadee. I was just about go to sleep. Good night Medea.»

«Good night, Mister Radoni.»

Giuseppe retired into his tent, and soon after the celebrations ended, the rumors ceased, and apart a couple of sentinels placed in surveillance of the strangers' camp the settlement was covered in darkness and silence.

* * *

><p>Giuseppe had the strangest night. His sleep proved to be restless, full of strange dreams, visions and other things, almost all of them connected to the Warrior Bunnies' world: he dreamed of their traditions, their history, even of their sexual preferences, a thing probably influenced by the fact of coming in contact with their people for the first time.<p>

Upon awakening, the first thing the professor felt was a terrible headache, coupled with very blurred vision and a general malaise.

«Please, don't tell me I have the flu.» he mourned, only to find out to be even almost completely deaf.

He felt a strange sensation even all over his skin, but because of the blurred vision he couldn't understand the cause of it.

«Strange» he said noting some sort of brown sleeves on his arms. «I don't remember I fell asleep dressed.»

He tried to get up, but the headache was so heavy that he almost stumbled, and after dress he left the tent.

The morning was fresh but a bit foggy, and probably was going to rain. Amato was preparing some coffee in front of the campfire, chatting and joking with Stefanini about the last evening's party. The other ones instead were probably still sleeping.

«Caporal Amato. Please, could I have some of that coffee? I really need it.»

Amato and Stefanini then turned toward him, and despite the blurred vision he clearly noted a surprised expression in their eyes.

«What are you doing here?» Stefanini asked «I thought the Captain had forbidden you to stay here for the night.»

«What are you talking about? Where else should I stay apart here?»

The two soldiers looked at each other clearly surprised.

«Are you still confused for the wine?» Amato said. «I'm surprised that Captain Lunardi approved our "cultural exchanges", but you could have some troubles if he'll find you here.»

«Again? And where should I go then?»

At the point, even Lunardi and the other soldiers came down by their tents called by the din, pointing all of their eyes toward a more and more puzzled Radoni.

«I thought to be clear» Captain said with irritated tone. «Who it was to disobey the orders?»

No one spoke.

«Captain, I don't know what's happening, but now you're scaring me.»

Then, Flavio and the others remained stunned, as if they had a ghost in front of them.

«Why are you watching me like that, all of you? We've met barely a couple of days ago, I know it, but what did I do to deserve such glances?»

Then, Sadee made some steps toward him, watching him directly in his eyes.

«Giuseppe?»

«Yes, of course. I'm Giuseppe Radoni. Why do you look so surprised?».

In response, Sadee took a mirror from her travel bag and handed it to the professor.

«Look for yourself.»

With a strange, and in a way worried sensation, Giuseppe put the mirror in front of his face, and when the mist finally disappeared from his eyes he saw something that he would never expected.

Reflected in the mirror there was a cute, young and feminine face, topped by lively green eyes and encircled by a thick head of brown hairs. The nose was a bit squashed, giving to the face a vague rabbit resemblance, and two, long rabbit ears emerged from the top of the head.

Initially Giuseppe thought he was still dreaming, but when he felt his cold hand on his cheek face, and the cold breeze of the plains pass through his long ears' fur, a jolt exploded along his... her spine.

«WHAT THE HELL?»


End file.
